ACT THREE
performs the miracle. My son's there behind the chapel waiting
for me. My house needs a woman. Go with him and die three of
us will live together. My son's made of blood. Like me. If you
come to my house, there'll still be the odour of cradles. The ashes
from your bedcovers will be bread and salt for your children.
Come, don't you worry about what people will say. And as for
your husband, in my house there are stout hearts and strong
weapons to keep him from even crossing the street.
yerma: Hush, hush! It's not that. I'd never do it. I can't just go out
looking for someone. Do you imagine I could know another
man? Where would that leave my honour? Water can't ran up-
hill, nor does the full moon rise at noonday. On the road I've
started, I'll stay. Did you really think I could submit to another
man? That I could go asking for what's mine, like a slave? Look at
me, so you'll know me and never speak to me again. I'm not
looking for anyone.
old woman: When one's thirsty, one's grateful for water.
yerma: I'm like a dry field where a thousand pairs of oxen plough,
and you offer me a little glass of well water. Mine is a sorrow
already beyond the flesh.
old woman [strongly]: Then stay that way - if you want to! Like
the thistles in a dry field, pinched, barren!
yerma [strongly]: Barren, yes, I know it! Barren! You don't have
to throw it in my face. Nor come to amuse yourself, as youngsters
do, in the suffering of a tiny animal. Ever since I married, I've
been avoiding that word, and this is the first time I've heard it,
the first time it's been said to my face. The first time I see it's the
truth.
old woman: You make me feel no pity. None. Til find another
woman for my boy.
[She leaves. A great chorus i$ heard distantly, sung by the pilgrims.
yerma £0£* toward the cart, andfrom behind it juan appears.]
yerma: Were you there all the time?
juan: I was.
yerma: Spying?
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